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time and as I was about to go, Don Alfonso asked
me whether I would not like to tell the class some-
thing about the history of the Eighty Years War
as seen through Dutch eyes. It gave me a curious
feeling after so many years to be a teacher once
more, and a teacher standing in front of a Spanish
class ! But my greatest surprise was when, the
lesson being over, I crossed the long, dark passage
and entered the old refectory, which was now the
classroom of the youngest children. I walked into
a blaze of light which was streaming in on all sides.
Here, it seemed, measures had been taken without
waiting for the help of the International Brigade,
The walls were decorated with brightly painted
flags and garlands. At the farther end of the room
there was a sort of Christmas tree, upon which the
little girls were hanging all sorts of objects made by
themselves. There were flowers at the windows,
aquariums, and a few coloured planks upon which
all manner of clay figures were resting which the
children themselves were modelling.

" But this is Montessori ! "

" Not exactly/' said the fair-haired teacher who
met me with a smile ; " we are without the necessary
appliances for that. What we have here is a blend
of all sorts of systems, which we apply according
to our circumstances.55 I stood rapt in admiration
in front of the gaily decorated copybooks : " But